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soon be coming up to make his bed, and he would face the
whole household rather than Miss Wdlings. Besides, he
was mortally hungry.

He went downstairs and opened the kitchen-door. The
room was not empty: James and Patrick sat each side of
the hearth, both rather strangely occupied in reading,
Patrick a newspaper, and James a boy's story-book.
Directly Claude came in Patrick rose and went out at the
side-door; James stayed where he was, without lifting
his eyes.

The table had been cleared, so he began to hunt for food.
Though he had lived in the house twenty-three years, he
had no idea where anything was kept, and there were
several abortive cupboard-openings before he at last
discovered half a loaf of bread. James's presence em-
barrassed him horribly; his silence was worse than any
abuse^ and more than once he was tempted to bolt from the
room, and was restrained only by the thought that such
behaviour would but add to Ms ignominy. He found a
knife, and sat down at the table.

" There's jam in that cupboard/*

James jerked Ms thumb towards the cupboard by the
fireplace, which Claude had hitherto let alone, on account
of its proximity to his brother* The dry bread was already
beginning to make him choke. He went over to the cup-
board, and took down a pot of the cheap, over-sweetened
jam they used to eat at SpeH Land, He was still childishly
fond of sweet things, and he thought the stuff delicious*
ladling it on to his bread as if he expected to drown Ms
sorrows in glucose.

He was half-way through his meal when there was a
movement behind him, and the next moment the advertise*
ment sheet of the local paper appeared between him and the
loaf. He stared at it in surprise till James pointed with a
dark finger-nail.

** To let. Near Benenden, Kent. Gentleman's pleasure
farm, known as Little Nineveh, Fourteen acres, paddock.